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ROSAMUND.

Father, I am so tender to all hardness !
Nay, father, first thy blessing.

BECKET.

Wedded?

ROSAMUND.

Father!.
BECKET.
Well, well! I ask no more.   Heaven bless thee! hence!

ROSAMUND.

O, holy father, when thou seest him next,
Commend me to thy friend.

BECKET.

What friend ?

ROSAMUND.

The King.
BECKET.

Herbert, take out a score of armed men
To guard this bird of passage to her cage;
And watch Fitzurse, and if he follow thee,
Make him thy prisoner.    I am Chancellor yet.

\Exeunt HERBERT and ROSAMUND.